Filiations with the Metaphy-steals
escape the vice, he wonderfully exhibited the virtue. He never
sought oddity for its own sake. It was merely that he packed
his verse so closely with meaning, filled it so full of music,
that he had no room for the elaborate forms required by
grammatical correctness. The difficulty which readers find in
his work is due to the crowded character of his lines, to the
strangeness which this imposed on his diction, somewhat to a
pleasure in neologisms anticipatory of Joycean usage, and,
at bottom, to the complexity of the personality which pro-
duced these poems.
Repeatedly they display, as Bridges deprecated, 'the naked
encounter of sensualism and asceticism*. It would be truer to
say that the encounter is between the sensual and the intel-
lectual man. And it is as naked as the meeting of wrestlers or
of lovers. Here is the very mark of the metaphysical poet. His
most obviously metaphysical poem is The Blessed Virgin
compared To The Air we Breathe, which opens:
Wild air, world-mothering air,
Nestling me everywhere,
That each eyelash or hair
Girdles; goes home betwixt
The fleeciest, frailest-flixed
Snowflake...
This air, which, by life's law,
My lung must draw and draw
Now but to breathe its praise,
Minds me in other ways
Of her who not only
Gave God's infinity
Dwindled to infancy
Welcome in womb and breast.
Birth, milk, and all the rest
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